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“ Sweetest little purple flower. 

Found most oft by ruin’d tower. 

Or in the woodland, or the vale. 

Sending forth thy odorous gale. 

“ Thy lovely form of deepen’d hue 
Is bathed in mom and evening dew. 

And in return for nature’s store 
Thy balmy fragrance thou dost pour. 

“ Thou liv’st unseen and quite retired, 

By all thy kindred unadmired, 

Save the pale primrose, who, like thee, 

Lies hidden in obscurity. 

« So virtue shuns the vulgar gaze, 

Nor courts the empty breath of praise. 

But in the solitary glade 

Shines forth in Beauty’s self array’d.” 

Emma Prior. 

Nearly all the poets seem to have turned their 
attention to this fragrant dweller of the woodland 
shade, from whence the senses are regaled by their 
delicious perfume. The following lines were 
suggested on seeing two violets early in the 
year : — 

“ Twins of the spring, 

What airs of wild wood sweets 
Lurk in your fragrant leaves ! 

What dreams ye bring 

Of early, nameless joys, that youth first greets 
Ere time the heart bereaves 
Of all its gladness. 


THE SWEET VIOLET. 

« Oh ' vague delight. 

Which hails the vernal day 
Of youthful flowery morn. 

With hope as bright 
As nature’s robe is gorgeously gay j 
Ere the fresh heart is worn, 

By withering sadness. 

“ Oh ! vague delight. 

No more in after day 
Ye ever can return ; 

A mildew’d blight 

Obscures the brightness of that matin ray j 
And then we just discern 
Our joys are madness. 

“ Children of spring. 

Yet still your blossoms bear. 

Power of refined delight. 

Ye bid me sing 

Of dreams and days the vulgar cannot share. 

In fortune’s proud despite, 

I give thee welcoming.” 

A wine from the flowers of the Sweet Violet was 
much used by the Romans, and the sherbet of the 
Turks is composed of Violet syrup and water. 

Mrs. Hemans, whose purity of mind is seen in 
all her verse, and her love of nature like Words- 
worth’s, was a delicate blending of our deep in- 
ward emotions with their symbols and emblems 
without ; in her “last wish,” says, 

“ Go to the forest shade. 

Seek thou the well known glade 
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